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General Junot is the bearer of a letter from the Prince and one from me, in which we beg her acceptance of it, Shonld she accept it, you can have no reason for not wearing it,"
I replied that I had a great wish to wear the Order, which in fact was true. I never had a stronger wish for anything than to possess a decoration. That of Saint Elizabeth was beautiful. It was a white and red ribbon, terminated by an enameled portrait of the holy aunt of our Saviour. The decoration of Maria-Louisa, which is a white and violet ribbon, is less pretty, especially for a woman. I cannot help remarking, as a singular circumstance, the scruples which both Junot and I expressed to accept favors which in general are so eagerly sought after. For my part, I wished with all my heart to wear the Order; but it was different with Junot: he had an objection to the Order of Christ.
My conversation with the Princess was long, and very condescending on her part She talked to me with a grace which reminded me of her mother. The Empress Josephine seemed to be a particular object of curiosity with both these Princesses. They evidently wished that I should be very communicative on the subject; but I contrived to maintain that sort of reserve which for more reasons than one became me. I therefore only touched in a general way on the subjects of Malmaison, Saint Cloud, and the social mode of life led by the Emperor, the Empress, the Prince Louis, the Prince Eugene, etc.
As I spoke I observed that the countenance of the Princess of Brazil became more and more repulsive; a malicious expression seemed to overspread her singularly ugly features. She had a narrow and illiberal mind. Ever since the Battle of Trafalgar she had stood in a humiliating situation at her own Court. Her pride had been wounded, and though she could neither give her ill humor vent nor accuse anybody for her misfortunes, yet she nevertheless longed to do so. I perceived her chagrin, while she innocently believed she was all amiability in my eyes. How she detested the Emperor!
Our conversation turned upon French fashions. I said that, with her permission, I would do myself the honor of sending her patterns of every elegant fashion prevail-he Queen
